Norton by Clinton, Tiffany
52 53
The Quatrain Volume 5 | 2021
 It joined two other snakes in a little pool of water below 
me, and even in my petrified state, I recognized them as water 
moccasins. I knew that the second I turned around, they were 
going to follow me out, bite me, squeeze me to death. I could have 
died here a long time ago. I’m going to die here now.
 So I took off running.
 My vision white with fear, I ran. Adrenaline drove me as 
my feet followed a path they once knew so well. The only words  
in my head were Mom can never know about this, Mom can  
never know about this. She was the one who always warned me 
about snakes. 
 As if on cue, I heard her call me from the house. Time 
changed as I stopped, and I was suddenly smaller, barefoot, a long 
trail of hair stuck to my neck with sweat. 
 And I’d never been so afraid. 
 When I yelled back to her that I was coming, my voice 
wasn’t mine. I remembered that I was no longer the kid who 
used to explore these woods, who used to own them. Who found 
her happy place in nothing but running water and the sound of 
her own voice. I’m eighteen years old, and things have changed. 
They’re not my woods anymore. I’ve grown, and so have they. 
 And I can never go back.
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